RALPH    RASHLEIGH
The day came, and to the point of seizing the forward
sentries and the covering of the sentry on the poop, every-
thing went according to plan, after which everything went to
pieces. The stolen muskets proved to be unprimed; the
sentry on the poop gave the call to arms, fired his piece at
random, and was immediately thrown overboard. The
fastenings of the cannon were too tough for the crude imple-
ments which the convicts possessed, and they were unable to
cut it loose, no one having a knife.
By this time the soldiers were pouring up the companion
ladder, only to be knocked backwards by the clubbed
muskets in the hands of the now desperate prisoners. Two
commissioned officers clambered through the cabin skylight,
gained the poop, and shot out-of-hand two of the boldest
among the convicts. This sudden turn in affairs cowed the
others, who fell back, giving the soldiers the opportunity to
gain the deck. Instantly a volley of musketry poured into the
ranks of the prisoners, of whom five fell dead, three jumped
overboard, and the rest were driven below by the pricking
bayonets of the infuriated guard. The whole of that day they
spent without food below, and on the following morning they
were mustered early on deck.
All ranks of the military were under arms, one line being
formed across the poop and another across the forecastle,
while a gun had been lashed In front of each, beside which
stood a seaman with lighted match. Both muxzles were
trained upon the main hatchway where the convicts huddled
in a cowering group, thoroughly abashed by the formidable
precautions against any renewed attempt at mutiny. The
ship's boatswain called each convict by name, and as each
answered, he was ordered up to the quarter-deck on which
the ship's and military officers were assembled In all the im-
pressiveness of full uniform. The only-one of the three
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